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Dorothy Dow 



Sadly, from year to year . . . 
Passion has chained me here. 



WAITING 

If you should walk in the park and not find me, 

Or go in the market-place and not see me, 

Would you not search further? 

Does not your heart tell you I am somewhere? 

Go out on the long roads — I may be at the end of one. 

The sea to the ship, 
The river to the little boat, 
The cloud to the swallow — 
One for the other, always. 
And I, for you, forever. 

FUTILITY 

The nights grow long and the days cold — 

I dream of you and love. 

The dead leaf, falling from the tree, 

Is not more sad than memory; 

Nor is the rising wind as bold 

As were your lips on me. . . . 

(What are you thinking of?) 

The streets and trees and people pass 
Like words beneath my pen; 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Symbols, below a painted sky — 

I have no part in them. I lie 

Futile as footsteps on the grass. 

Wind- torn, storm-drenched; I long to die. 

(You might remember . . . then.) 

BOUND 

Take away the magic 

You have put on me: 
I am held by whispers — 

I, who would be free. 

I who would be free and false, 

Why must I be true? 
I fear to move, for hurting 

The clinging thoughts of you. 

So the sunny branches 

Beckon me in vain: 
I, beside the hearth-fire, 

Huddle to my pain. 
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